
Ah. me. to falter Itefore a girl.
Whose shy lids never would let

you know.
Save for the lashes wilful curl.

The pansy-purp- le asleep below!

Kate I'ctxai! Osgood.
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TN walk

never could rememticr to
when she was in a hurrv.

If anv idea of decorum did slum- -
ler in the recesses of her mind, it had
lecn disjielled by the nature of her
discovery and the necessity for con-

veying that discovery into the house
undetected. So she raced around the
corner of the street, and along the
fashionable loulevard, to the sur-
prised amusement of the occupant of
a carriage tliat was moving in the
same direction. The great stone resi-denc- e,

up the steps of which the girl
flew, was lighted as though for some
festal event.

"Goodness!" she gasped, striving
to retain hold of her struggling burden,
while she plunged her fingers into the
shopping-ba- g pendent from her licit,
in search for an evasive latch-ke- y.

"I'd forgotten there was a dinner on
this evening! I wish I'd gone around
to the side door. But
now that I'm here " i

In accordance with the
contrariety of things in-

animate at a critical mo-

ment, the key slipped from
her grasp and dropped
with a tinkle on the step.
At the same instant the
man in cape overcoat and
high hat, who had alighted
from the carriage, stooped
to recover the elusive little
object. He swept o:T his

Stv Mmr Cwia to Wl
Whta 9h Was tlurrjr

hat. and smiled. "May I
assist you?" he asked. But as his glance fell
upon the animal she carried, an exclamation
of astonishment broke from him. "Where." he
asked, in the utmost amazement, "where did you
get Galatea?"

"Galatea!" she echoed, and her , young voice
was as keen with amazement as his own. "Oh.
what a name for such a cat!"

And entirely forgetful of the danger of lx-in- g

heard within the house, heedless also of the fact
that she never before had seen the

young man v. ho addressed her, she burst
out laughing, the veritable laughter of a child, gay,
wild and sweet.

"You think Pluto would 1 more
Her mirth was contagious, and he was laughing
too. "She is pretty black. 1 admit, to wear the fair
name of statue-lov- e. I think that was
why my uncle christened her Galatea by way of a
comical contrast lietween the cat and her cogno-
men."

Steva Berriste. supple and erect as eighteen is
apt to be. looked up at him inquiringly. His car-
riage had lieen driven away. They were in the
Vestibule. Without was the failing daylight. From
Khin.l the doors of frosted gl.s light came stream-
ing through shades of amber silk. "Does jour
untie own this cat?" she questioned.

"Yes. He is almost frantic over its loss." He
lient forward and ran hi-- . linger around the animal's
neck. "It is just as lie t:ppoM.il. It was stolen
for the sake of the gold chain it had on its neck.
That must have ltccn tiled o:T. Where did you
find her?"

"1 n down at the college settlement. I went
to see one of the girl in my embroidery ilass. It
is a neigh! lorhood where the people are extremely
Hor. ami not not all honet." she admitted. "I

noticed the cat following me when I was half-wa- y

home. So I picked her up. 1 was going to keep her.
But of course now that 1 know who owns her I shall
take her back. Where does your uncle live?"

He mentioned the name of a famous hotel.
"Very well. I shall telephone him when I go

up-stai- rs and tell him I'll take Galatea to him in
the morning. But you've forgotten to tell me your
uncle's name."

" It is the same as mine. I am called after him.
Steva resented the teasing tone. She drew her-

self up with a pretty pride that pleased him im-

mensely. For the first time he realized that she
was not a school-gir- l, as her short
extremely youthful countenance and propensity for
cats hail led him to snppe.

"I have not the honor of knowing your," she re-
turned with hauteur, "nor do I care to. e.sccpt in so
far as the restoration of the cat is concerned."
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"I beg your pardon!" he entreated

humbly. "My name is Chaunccy
Devcr. Shall I not meet you at din-
ner this evening?"

Chaunccy Dever! Oh. what would
her aunt say? The wealthy, the
erudite, the desirable Chauncey Dever.
for whose captivation Eleanor and her
mother harbored such plans, such am-

bitions! And here she, the poor little
cousin, who always kept out of range

of their fashionable ac

ImtalMr
in

he ejaculated.

was

sha'n't
dinner.

belong

saw
costume

up
central

Then was an
and himself bowing to his hostess

and magnificent
"I so regret."

for Stannard re-
ceived this

his to his post. He
desired me to con-
vey his regrets to
you and to Mtss
Eleanor."

But while per-
functorily

the polite
his

gaze was
wandering around
the room. She
had she did
not lelong here.
Faith, she didn't in
a way! the honored
guest told himself,
with scant defer-
ence to the charm
of the other young
women present.
There was not

graceful or
so pretty not
one! Then, as
despair at not see-
ing her again
loomed blackly lie-fo- re

him, he was
seized by an il-

luminating inspir-
ation.

"My dear Mrs.
Hunt!" he ex-
claimed, "how-ver- y

unfortunate!
We are thirteen.
I never should
dare to le one
of thirteen to sit
down to dinner. '
Is there no one
on whom we may
call to till the va-
cancy?" Then he
paused,

There was a
low-spok- dia-
logue between the

M.

quaintances, moa-opoHxi- ng

the guest
of the evening, and
talking with hint about
.cats in the vestibule!

"Give me the ke-y-
quick!" she begged in

soft, excited voice.
"Well, open the door

there! But wait a
moment before you
ring. Xo. lie
at the I I
don't here!"
Then as the door
opened, she slipped

He her crimson-clot- h

go nash- -
1 ing nice streak of

fire the broad
stairway. "By

'What a perfectly stunning

he rang, duly admitted, formally
nounced, found

her daughter.
deeply he declared, "that I must

apologue my friend. Captain
a telegram late afternoon which

required immediate return

mur-
muring
speeches, cd

said

one-hal-f

so

breathless.

a

I

a

jajaw Tsav?

hostess and Eleanor. Regarding
them, an assertion of George
Eliot's flashed across Dever's
mental consciousness The moth-
er often stands behind her daugh-
ter a dark prophecy To this also

will you come!" It was undeniably
probable that into such an overblown,
overdressed, overemphatic individual
would the sumptuous daughter be
transformed by hereditary evolution.

Dever shuddered slightly at the thought.
"I supMse we must have Steva down." Mrs.

Hunt w;is saying reluctantly.
"I suppose so," Eleanor assented sullenly, and

frowned.
A message was sent up-stair- s. Laughing over

superstitions in general, and this one in particu-
lar, the company waited. Chauncey Dever drew
a quick breath of delight when the girl of the
cat, as he mentally called her, came running
lightly down the stairway. She paused just in-
side the drawing-roo- m door with a little compre-
hensive courtesy that included all the dinner guests.
Then she went straight to her aunt.

"I hope I may avert Aunt Harriet."
she said laughingly.

Ignorant of the knack some women possess of
dressing rapidly and well, Dever was astonished at
the change in her attire a change which seemed to
include herself. She had twisted her luxuriant fair
hair high on her shapely head, and thrust a silver
dagger-i- n through its coils. Her best gown into
which she had slipped was of black crepe Je chine.
cut away at elbows and at the white bosom. She
appeared tall and stately in the soft, clinging, dusky
draperies, with the cluster of rose carnations at the
corsage. No one now would take her for a school-
girl. Dever dubbed himself a blockhead for having
done so. when, on his name being mentioned to
her, she swept him the airiest bow. with a look
of coolest acknowledgment, untinged by recogni-
tion.

Later in the evening, being bidden as a poor
relation might be, she played and sang entranc-ingl-y.

Dever made the excuse of turning her music.
"Tell me," he begged, "why you brought Galatea

home with you?"
She flashed a saucy look up at him. "For good

luck of course! If a black cat follows you. and you
wish to lie fortunate, you must bring her home
with you."

" But when you return her? Will you not then
surrender all your
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good luck?"
"I shall try to

remember that
felicity has been
mine for one even-
ing." The little
curl of her lip was
bewitching. "I
have been f

to dine with
the cream of my
aunt's acquaint-
ances, ami not."
with some scorn
"not below the
salt!" Then she
laughed outright
while her hands
flew- - over the kevs
in a fantastic waltz
measure. "I also
have the greater
privilege of enter-
taining them," she
added.

"Miss Berriste."
he implored, "do
not send Galatea
back
I'll I'll explain to
my uncle. He
would le so un-
willing to to take
away your good
luck!" As' she
smilingly refused
to accede to his
request, he be-
came more eager
in his entreaty.
"There are rea-
sons I I cannot
explain now. As
a favor please
keep her for the
present at least
tCmfimmmten far' J


